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seems to have been designed for coolness and shadow,
and, indeed, so dark is it that it is almost impossible to
see the detail that seems to be characteristic rather than
beautiful. Just in that gloom and darkness we seem to
discern a certain barbarism which Spain has not often
permitted herself. It is a success of mystification rather
than of mysticism that you find in the church: as though
for a people engaged in business all day long God were
a long way off, were no longer to be met quite frankly,
but only mysteriously, in semi-darkness. It is not as the
Romanesque builders have conceived of the house of God;
nor has the Renaissance, creating for us those churches
that are full of light and space, where man may really
believe for a moment in his own divinity, cared to
remember that twilight quietness in which every one is
alone face to face with his own soul, while very far off in
the vista of the pillars, dimly, mysteriously, God descends
to the altar. For the Romanesque builder Christ seemed
a King, though a little child; for the Renaissance He
seemed indeed the Son of Man, so that He was present
everywhere, and the sight of the autumn fields brought
tears to the eyes, and beautiful things had power to heal
men of their infirmities and make them well, by reason
of some divinity in them. For both these ages it might
seem men were brethren, since in congregation they met
together and rejoiced in the light, that first created thing,
finding in it something that made glad the heart; and
out of this grew the Plainsong, a music that had not
utterly forgotten the old gods, that we had not banished
altogether from the world but had deprived of their
divinity, that a little child, Love by name as of old,
but in a certain diviner fashion, might lead them, not
without a certain joy and chanting of music. After all,
it was only the northern peoples, loath to understand
Love, that happy thing, that preferred to meet God in